cce? 


ie 1 ragcdie 

Dut. Thou rode, thou fodc,vvhereisthy brother CU*. 
And little Ned Plaotaget, his fonne i 
gu. Where is kind iiuftings.Riuers, Vaughan, Gray* 

Kmg. A flourifh trumpets, ftnke alarum drumtnes, 

Let not the heauens heave thefe te!-talc women. 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike 1 fay. The trumpets 
Either be patient., and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with i he clamorous report of warre. 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my fonne i 
king. 1, 1 thahke God. my father and your felfr. 

Dut. I hen pati. ntly hcaremy impatience, 

Ktug. Madarrse I haue a touch of your conditions 
Which cannot btooke the accent of reproofe, 

Dut. I will be mild? and gentle in my fpeecb. 

King, And briefe good mother, for I am in hade. 

Dut , Ait thou fo haftie I haue fluid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonie. 

King . And camel not at laft to comfort you? 

Dut, No by the holy roode thou knowft it well. 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

T echie and wai ward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoo!e*daies frightfull.derperate.wilde and furious ; 
Thy ageconfirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,tiecherous, 
What comfortable Houre canft thou name, 

That cuer grac’t m<* in thy coropanief 
K, Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakfafl once forth of my companie : 

/f it be fo gratious in your fight, 

Let me match on,and not offend your grace. 

Dut, O heate me fp:ake,for / fhall neuer fee the more. 
King. Come,come,youaretoo bitter. 

Dut , Either thou wilt die by Gods tuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thouturne a conqueror. 

Or / with griefe and extreame age fhall petifh» 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauie curfc, ^ 




ofRichard the third. 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft, 

My praietson the aduerfe partie fight, 

And there the litle foules of Edwards children 
Wbifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promife them fuccefle and vi&ory, 

Bloudie thou art,bloudy will be thy end. 

Shame fetues thy life, and doth th y death attend. Exit, 
jQu, Though far more caufe,y et much lefle fpirit to cutff 
Abides in roe, l fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, l muft fpeakc a word with you, 

JQh, I haue no more fonnes of the roy all blood, 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They fhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Qucencs, 

And therefotcleuell not to hit their Hues, 

King- You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire, toyall and gratious. 

j2tt. And muft fhe die for this . ? 0 let her Hue ? 

And He corrupt her manners, flaine her beautie, 

Slander my felfe,as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So fhe may lias vnskard from bleeding daughter. 

I will confefle (he was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth,fhe isofroyall blood. 

To faue her Iife,ile fay fhc is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafeft in her birth. 

£>u. And only in that fafetie died her brothers. 

Kin. Lo at their births good ftars wercoppofite. 

No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

King, All vnauoyded is the doome of defteny. 

St*. True, when auoyded grace makes deftiny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death. 

If grace had blcft thee with'a fairer life. 

K. Madam,fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As Iintend more good to you and youts, (attne.'j 

Then cuer youor yours were by me wrongd. 

£u. W hat good is couerd with the face of hcauen, 

To be difeouerd that can do m c good f 
King. Theaduancement ofyour children mightie Lady. 
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